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The dark woods, they're dark and cold with a bright blue hue all 
over the tall fir trees. From time to time you catch a glimpse of the 
sun through the branches, you stay in it for a bit to feel the 
brightness and warmth, a stark contrast to the coldness and 
discomfort of the woods, but you know you need to keep walking, 
you can't just stay still, so you keep walking, hoping you eventually 
will get to a better place, somewhere safe and warm. Then, all of a 
sudden you see a clearing in the woods, you don't see light over 
there though, it's just full of purple clouds. The clouds are bright 
purple, calming, but you don’t trust it at first, until you actually look 
at it, and then, you see golden strike running through it, you catch 
only a glimpse of it before it disappears, but it makes you giggle, 
this slight moment of happiness makes you understand you can 
actually trust it. With this newly gained trust you just walk into it, 
into the purple cloud, it makes you feel calm and curious about its 
source and why it helps you, all the meanwhile the golden strikes 
are zooming around you, making you happy. 


You want to just let the clouds engulf you and drown in the feelings, 
feeling of calmness, feeling of mysticism, feeling of trust, from time 
to time even happiness. But you get too curious, and your curiosity 
gets the better of you, so you keep digging, keep going deeper into 
the cloud, uncovering slowly what's behind it. Eventually, you find 
yourself on the deck of a small cabin, a small shack, its color is a 
warm orangey yellow, it makes you feel its warmth, makes you feel 
safe and secure thanks to the small fence like railing that’s meant to 
keep bad things out and away but it doesn't lock you in. The cabin 
even makes you feel a bit loved, and you just know, you have to get 
inside it, you know that if you'll get inside everything will come true, 
you will truly feel good with yourself, you will feel loved, comfort, 
safety and peace, unlike you have ever felt before, you will actually 
feel the warmth of the cabin. The most important thing is that unlike 
the clouds, it's solid, it can hold you, you're not going to drown in it. 
It'll just make you feel good, not happy, just good with everything 
that's going on and will be stable, it will hold you when you need it. 
When looking through the window you see a small rocking chair, 
exactly for your size, a place where you can finally rest from all the 
misery and sorrow the woods have inflicted on you. 


So, you try to get in, to get into a place you could call your home, 
the cabin. But every time you try to open the door and fail, you fall 
back, and the shadows get to you through the forest, try to catch 
you and pull you back in, to drag you back down to the dreadful 
feelings and coldness of the woods. You don’t want that, you want 
to get into the cabin, no matter what it takes. Sometimes, through 
sheer willpower you even manage to open the door, before it slams 
(shut) on your face and throws you back even more, sometimes 


even all the way back to the forest and you know you have to find a 
new shack because you know this one won't let you. 


After not a long time of walking you find a new one, a new cabin, 
this one covered with cloud in a light blue cyan color, it also makes 
you feel calm, it makes you feel accepted, sometimes you even feel 
joy, whenever a bright sunflower yellow with the slightest tint of 
gold passes you, unlike the strikes in the previous cloud here the 
color comes in mass, in big patches like smudges of paint crawling 
through the cloud. This happiness, joy and calm makes you ignore 
the flaws of this cloud, small angry red strikes and lightning bolts 
running through it. After a while of being inside this cloud, one of 
them hit you and you can't handle it, so you just run away, ina 
search for a different cabin, with its own unique cloud, a cabin you 
could maybe open, that you could call home. 


But with each one you go through, you start losing hope. You keep 
going, because that's the only thing you know how to do at this 
point, but slowly, hit after hit you lose this hope, not knowing how 
long it'll take before the woods will completely consume you. You try 
to stay strong, sometimes even a failed cabin regains back some of 
the hope, or a stray shine of sunlight or just the small fog to give 
you a bit of comfort, you sometimes even manage to gain the hope 
fully. But deep inside, it feels like you will never truly have it, you 
will never find a place to call home, you will stay stranded with the 
only thing you know, the woods, moving between beams of 
sunshine, trying to ignore the darkness and the cold. Just walking, 
the trees aren't even stopping you, they get out of your way before 
you hit them, allowing you to keep walking, forever. 


All you do is keep reminiscing of the past, of all your failed attempts 
with shacks and clouds, each with its own set of clouds, some of 
them you managed to get through, some of them burned you. You 
remember a hazel cloud with patches of soft pinkish red that you 
met, it made you feel joyful and the want to fool around with it with 
you, with the pinkish red patches that made you feel love and the 
safety you will never be alone again. This cloud evaporated after 
some time of you being in it, it tried to reform multiple times, failing 
each time, it didn't show a cabin behind it, not a real one at least, 
you just had the illusion of one. 


You came across many clouds, a lot of them with stunning colors 
like pink, purple, blue and yellow, but not all of them were so 
beautifully colored, one of them you remember was yellowish 
brown, the color of dirty blonde hair. It was a silly cloud, while you 
were in it, it drew you a few drawings, made you feel nice. Until you 
got hit by a small flying jeans patch that cut the skin on your arm 
made you jump out, after a while you returned to it, in the hope it 
was maybe a mistake or a one time thing, but to no avail. You still 
save this jeans patch in your pocket, feeling it with your hand while 


walking through the woods, it sometimes helps you feel the nice 
feeling you had within the cloud. 


The first cloud you came across also wasn't the most beautiful one, 
it was a dark brown one, it was a comforting cloud, it tried to make 
you feel better, but you could still feel the darkness and cold 
through it, sometimes it even amplified them, until it just threw you 
full force outside, straight into the middle of the woods. After a long 
while and many clouds, you came across it again, it just caught you 
by the legs and before you could run away it threw you again, far 
into the woods. 


You met so many clouds along the way, most of them hurt you, 
some of them gave you hope, some even had a cabin behind them, 
you even met some fogs, which are like clouds but they're not 
hiding a cabin behind them, you just walk through them while 
walking in the woods. You could never forget a cloud, you remember 
each and every one of them, some of them you hate, some of them 
you wish to go back to. You appreciate the beauty of some of them 
and grew to loathe some others, but you'll never forget any of them. 


Although everything you saw and met along the way you never 
managed to get inside one of the cabins. You're just strolling 
through the nighty woods, your only barrier is your own psyche, so 
you just walk mindlessly, hoping for something better, asking 
yourself, "how the fuck did | get here". 


